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The Wild Birds 

As I lie aback on my sweaty pallet 
and crimson dawn 

prepares its flight 

westward, 

the stillness is jarred open 
by the cry of the wild birds. 

These souls of restless heroes 

seated high 

in their omnispectivc perches 
salute the sun with a mocking anthem and 
scream their maddening taunts at the 
life-chained passers-by. 

1 he vibrations echo through the disolving mist 
of my closter 
like the tortured, painful 
wails 

of some prehistoric arch-devil 
Fantasy! say I, 
and press to my pillow. Hut 
soon 1 know that I must rise 

and 

face the foes, 

for the cry of the wild birds will not pass me by. 

htv 




I am weary of man 

his pettiness, protocol, men watching watches, 
grinning gods who rule with silver dollar marks 
the hollow-eyed moles, 
skeletons shuffling with 
cement-pinned stare for fear of seeing 
a familiar naked visage in the windows. 

They fear nor 
the sound, 
the touch, 
the taste 
of Life, 

only the sight of their faceless faces. 

I sec these less-men creatures, 
trailing their rat-tails; 

I sec them dig in the sand; 

I sec them stare, sand-perplexed 
at the filling hole, while a black bird 
soars circular above. 

One day, silent rot caves the skeleton 
in upon himself. 

And the rat-tail trail ends in a mole-hill of dirt. 

Connie Bazernore 






Science 

When wc were much younger. 

And Science made us wonder, 

Wc children naively were taught 
That the world is a ball, 

And the sun warms us all, 

And that man is a creature of thought. 

But since we’ve grown older. 

The word, “Science” is bolder; 

At those childhood ideas wc smile. 

Now Homo Sapiens’ habitat is elliptical in shape. 
Each atom we breath has its file, 

Equilibrium keeps us, 

The great Helius heats us, 

And we all have evolved from the ape. 

— —joy cochran — 






.poem 

.poem 

,pocm 

among the ambiguous phrases 

and broken butterfly wings. 

I want to be a poem; 

like a sonnet of only nine words, 
or like a certain morning 

in San Francisco Bay 

with the stars going down and the sun coming up; 
and if 1 were a poet, 

I would. 

Yes. 

A particular poem, an especially good poem, 
that you would want to read over 
and over 

to contemplate the meaning or enjoy the non-meaning 
of my rhvming nothingness. 

Because a poem 

,that is a good poem 
,or an excellent poem 
always says something god-like 
(and delicately beautiful) 
about nothing at all. 

RoxAnna Arrington 




decided that there aren’t any ghosts anywhere in Barten- 
hurg or in the whole world, ‘cause we don’t believe in ’em. 
So, there’s nothin’ to be afraid of.” 

“Look, guys, her light is out,” Austin said as he pointed 
to Mrs. Gralcy’s house. “Let’s go ahead, okay?” 

“Okay. Come on. Georgic; you stay with me.” 

“Uh huh, Tham,” whispered Georgie, tagging along 
the rear. 

The bovs silently scaled the fence, except for Georgie 
who slipped between two of the pickets, and moved across 
the snow-covered field toward the outhouse. 

“Tham.” 

“What, Georgie.” 

“H ive vou read that book Bentlyth read?” 

“No, Georgie. Why?” 

“I wath iuth wond’ring. I habbent either.” 

“ 'Course you haven’t, stupid. You can’t read yet,” 
added Bently. 

“But I know my A-B-Theth.” 

“ v eah, but if you can't make ’em into words and un¬ 
derstand ’em* what good arc they gonna do ya’?” Bently 
returned. 

“Well, if anybody athk me to thay ’em, I can!” 

“Will you two keep quiet before you wake up the 
dead?” Sam ordered. 

At that, Georgie shivered. 

Since the moon was completely hidden by the clouds, 
the lx>ys couldn’t see the ragged condition of the outhouse 
until they were only a few feet away. 

“Bro-o-othcr, this place looks bad,” whispered Bently. 

“Yeah, and it smells bad too,” added Austin. “I won¬ 
der if old lady Gralcy still uses it. Betcha it’d be awfly 
cold on a night like this.” 

“All right now, remember, all we have to do is get the 
mirror from inside the outhouse to show that we’ve been 


in there,” reminded Sam as he inspected the structure be¬ 
fore him. “You guys ready?” 

Sam turned and saw that they were all as ready as they 
would ever be .. . 

“Ask, and it shall be given you; 

Seek, and ye shall find; 

Knock, and it shall be opened to you.” 

• • • 

As he lay awake in bed the next morning, Georgie had 
difficulty in remembering exactly what had happened the 
night before. It all seemed to be a very bad dream. He 
could recall Austin’s screaming about being burned up 
alive; and he remembered Sam’s telling him to run home. 
He ran faster than he had ever before run in his seemingly 
five long years. He thought that Sam would follow him, 
but he noticed that Sam was not in his bed, nor had he 
been all night. Then his gaze rested upon the chair by the 
window. He saw one of Sam’s glove’s on the chair arm, 
remembering that he lost the other when he was running. 
He also recalled the terribly cold wind that seemed to 
throw Bendy’s ski cap at his face before Sam told him to 
run. 

Suddenly he heard noise from the kitchen downstairs, 
and he thought he recognized Mr. Crumby’s voice. 

“He muth be idlin’ them about Tham and all.” Georgia 
thought. 

“God help us, no! They didn’t!” cried Georgic’s mo¬ 
ther. 

Georgie sunk into his feather bed, hiding under the 
linen and quilts when he heard his father running up the 
stairs and down the hall toward his room .. . 

“Blessed arc they which do hunger and 
thirst after righteousness: 
for they shall be filled.” 

linda carter 


Haiku 

Stiff grass, white and tall, 

like frozen splinters hurts my feet. 
... so i will wear shoes. 


RoxAnna 






I HEAR THE THICK SWEET SMELL OF RAIN 
AND FEEL ITS SHARP AND SUDDEN SOUND 
I SEE ITS COLD WET LOVELY TASTE 

COME SUMMER GREEN INTO MY LAUGHING MOUTH 

THE LEAN MARCH SUN 
HAS A HUNGRY EYE 
LIKE A RICKETY BERLIN KID 
BIG-EYEING THE RICH UNCLE’S TABLE. 

THESE BURNING ALL-CONSUMING WHITE-POINTS 
ARE NOT MINE THEY NO LONGER BELONG TO ME 
NOR ANYMORE EXIST IN THIS BODY WHICH ACHES 
AND WEEPS FROM HAVING ENDURED THEIR PRESENCE 
THROUGH THE SEVEN LONG AGES OF E\ ER'i MAN NO 
RATHER THEY ARE THE EYES OF THE GREAT GOD SUN 
WHO NEVER BLINKS IN LOVE OR SLEEP BUT WHO JLS1 
EXISTS EXISTS EXISTS 


cr 







Cybele - The Temptress 

O Goddess, I hunger within; 

I thirst for satisfying sin, 
for moist lips, 

and swaying hips. 

And flushing warmth of sweating skin. 

Cybele, O sensual Cybele, 

Who will not let my soul be still, 
but applies smiles, 
and feminine wiles, 

And makes of life a hungering hell. 



Anitya 


cold rain 

like sliding down my spine 
with icy 
teeth 
bite hard 

and chew the flesh 
until it bleeds 
warmer than itself 

A sometime thing 
is spring 

the peaches bloom 

until it rains them into 
mold 

colder than their 
birth they lie 
and simply 
slowly 
die 


KoxAnna 



TRUTH 


The room was dim and smoke-filled. The revolving 
globe of the Miller’s beer sign over the bar sent sparkles 
of purple and red light into the hazy unreal world of the 
room. There were the muted sounds of glasses clinking 
and of voices murmuring, broken here and there by rau¬ 
cous laughter. There were no faces in the room, only 
blurred outlines, blending with the grey softness of the 
smoke. The whites of eyes and of teeth, the red glow of 
cigarettes and the iridescent gleam of the jukebox revolved 
and blended to form a stream of indistinctness. 

He sat at one of the tables, slumped against the booth, 
his eyes half closed, vaguely hearing Robert and Max talk¬ 
ing urgently across from him. He didn’t listen to them. He 
relaxed and lost himself on the waves of some suspended 
sea. The sounds and the smoke and the light fused to be¬ 
come an enveloping womb of warmth and security. There 
were no thoughts, no ideas, only a dim awareness of time 
and of coming home. 

With his eyes closed, he drifted slowly on that sea, 
bumping gently and impersonally here and there and then 
moving on directionless through spans of memory and 
feeling. There was a brief picture of a small boy beneath a 
grey December sky, catching a ball he had pointlessly 
thrown to the air, a small boy alone behind the house 
throwing the ball silently to himself again and again and 
again. He slipped away from that and there was a hall, 
crowded, and he walked toward class, isolated in the cen¬ 
ter, keeping his eyes fixed ahead of him, the student’s 
laughter and talk crowding against the vacuum of himself. 
And there is a room, so familiar, and he sat once, a book 
open in front of him, and his mother outside had said to 
a neighbor, “Oh, yes, he prefers to be alone. He always has.” 

1 he strength of Robert’s voice thudded against his 
consciousness. 

“There’s got to be a meaning,” Robert said. “There 
has to be some purpose.” 

Max shook his head in quick denial. He pushed his 
empty Inrcr bottle to one side and leaned forward on the 
table. 

“You’re missing the whole point,” he said frowning. “It’s 
the search for purpose that’s kept man back for centuries.” 

David opened his eyes to sec his friends more distinctly. 
He silt up a little and poured the rest of his beer into the 
ggg glass. He listened to them talk, looking from one to the 
o o o o other. 


Max was talking and he stumbled a little over the 
words trying to say what he meant. “Now you take all 
this,” he said and with a sweeping gesture of his hand he 
brought the room close to them. “Here you’ve got people, 
you know? We’re all in here together and this is it. We’ve 
lost the superficial preoccupations of the rest of the world. 
In this room you see real life. This is where you feel it. 1 
mean, nobody here’s searching for a purpose. They’re just 
feeling, experiencing. They live.” He looked earnestly at 
Robert and then at David. “Do you sec what I mean?” he 
asked. 

David hesitated a moment and then said, “You mean 
that living is just experiencing without purpose.” 

Max nodded, “Now you understand. The real depth 
of meaning and living comes when you realize that there 
is no purpose. We’re just here.” 

Max took a deep drag from his cigarette and when 
David didn’t speak, he went on, “You take the rest of the 
people—they spend sixty years or so fooling themselves, 
living in a farce of shallow beliefs, grabbing hold of any¬ 
thing that promises purpose. They don’t feel.” 

He swallowed the rest of his drink and set the glass 
down slowly on the table. He raised his eyes to Davids 
and said quietly, “You can get caught in it too, you know 
You’ve got to be able to see, to feel. You have to scrape off 
the layers and get down to where it’s real.” 

David looked at Max for a long moment and then 
shifted his eyes. He looked at the people around him in 
that room and for the first time he felt he was really seeing 
He saw the women leaning toward the men their lips red 
and moist, their hair hanging loose and free. He saw their 
laughter, the white teeth and the soft dark insides of their 
mouths. He knew, suddenly he felt he knew. He wanted to 
yell or do something wild in his exultation. He was a part of 
these people. He felt himself warm and loving flowing 
toward them, submerging his separate self with the primi 
tivc atmosphere of the room. He stopped thinking. He let 
his emotions swirl and flood his mind. 

Back near the jukebox, a woman stood and as David 
looked around the room he saw her. She wore an old 
sweater hanging loose and a skirt without shape. She 
leaned against the jukebox, its artificial lights outlining 
her face, emphasizing the lines and the skin sagging be¬ 
neath the cheekbone. She swayed a little with the music 
One of the men from a nearby table came up and put * 



dime in the box. He was a lumbering, big man with a hard 
face. He laughed at the woman. 

“Dance for us, Julie,” he said. 

She giggled and looked up at him, her eyes drooping. 

“Now you don’t really want me to, honey,” she said. 

He laughed again and said, “Sure we do.” he looked 
at the table where he had been sitting “Don’t we, boys?” 
the other men grinned and one of them clapped. “Come 
on, Julie!” they yelled. 

Coyly she stepped to the center of the light from the 
jukebox. As the music started she began to dance. The 
music filled the room, the underlying beat of the drums 
throbbing in David’s chest, the shallow whine of the steel 
guitars screaming through his head. The woman danced. 
She took off the scarf she had tied around her neck and 
tied it in front of her, moving her body behind it. She 
waved the scarf at the men, and as they laughed and whis¬ 
tled, she gyrated even more. 

The sight filled David’s eyes. The room dimmed 
around him. He could see only the woman in her frenzied 
appeal for youth, the lights brittle and unreal playing over 
her. His body tightened and his chest contracted. There 
was a sick violent feeling in the pit of his stomach. He 


jerked his head away from the scene. 

He could feel the tears start in his eves. He screamed 
at Max, “Damn you! They’re just as lost as we arc!” 

He shoved his chair back and ran from the room, the 
music and the yells from the men following him out the 
door. He ran down the street. He ran for a long timQ, 
gasping for breath, his heart pounding against his ribs. 
Over and over he whispered through the tears, “Damn 
you. Max. Damn you.” 

He stopped finally on a bridge. He leaned against the 
railing along the side, breathing heavily and clutching his 
side with his arms. The memory of the room and that 
initial wild joy of discovery and then the woman gradually 
subsided. He breathed deeply the moist early morning air. 
The cold shocked his lungs and cleared his head. He held 
his head with his hands and he was filled with an unbear¬ 
able sadness. 

He stayed by the bridge for a long while. He shivered 
finally and thrusting his hands in his pockets he began 
the long walk home. 

Dale Keyser 


* 


The night was cold and vacant; the wind, a 
lonely sigh; the stillness, a burden to the 
stale air. He paused to let the sound of his 
droning voice fade into the warped boards of 
the room. 

“We walk in the moon’s fog. We look but do 
not see. We touch but do not feel. We carry 
our gray walls about us. We reach a hand from 
behind the walls, and feeling nothing but 
mist, hide our emptiness. The wall begins as 
mist around our childish selves and hardens 
until the brick cannot be broken, the steel 
cannot be scratched. The walls become eternity. 
The only noise was the rush of air between his 
lips as he breathed slowly. His voice again 
moved monotonously through the web of silence. 
“I have seen the moss hanging on trees, with 
a whisper of wind curling them about the limb. 
And the moss withered into old men s beards. 
Not even the gentle kiss of rain could dissolve 
the death-wall about the moss. 

His voice slowed with sadness and his head 
dropped upon his chest. 

“1 have seen the mist-wall harden and become 
the brick-wall, until it becomes a death-shell.” 
Outside, the wind sighed and pushed a brittle 
leaf aimlessly along. 


Connie Bazetnore 


Images Over Easter 


PREFACE 

The harshness of March 

Is more than a feeble wind 

Blowing in the oaks outside my window; 

It is the voice of a human madness 
Massed about the doorway 
Wishing wildly for a windless heaven. 

Can you imagine what it is like . . . 

Can you imagine . . . can you . . . 

PART I 

The first man beat on the garden gate 
With a fervor out of all proportion 
To the peaceful pleasantness 
Of the undisturbed Eden 
Which burned his back. 

Can you imagine what it is like 
To knock when nobody answers? 

The next man was caught in the midst of his prime 


And compelled to wander aimlessly; 

Then he tasted failure for one sick sin 

And the tablets he shattered 

Are crumbling still 

Beneath the feet on the city streets. 

Can you imagine what it is like? 


Then the third man fed his flesh to the fools; 

Stumbling along, he climbed to his death 
Then the climax came 

And the pillars of the temple crumbled into the sea of sorrow 
And the crooning crowds cried, “Crucify!” 

Can you imagine what that was like? 


PART II 

The man stood at the bar 

And the glittering lights bruised his eyes 

And the record writhing on the turntable. 

Wrenched his eardrums 
Rut he could not leave. 

The raindrenched streets 
W ere his only invitation 
And there was no one to make him go. 

The young girt o„ ,|„ c(l |,|, mown ^ 

Ami felt frantically for a warmnm tha, war no, within he. 









Home is not any of those things the poets used to preach. 

Not even Aphrodite could hold her lovers 

When her lonliness longed for a new fulfillment— 

One mere man could never give. 

POSTSCRIPT 

The crowds gathered gaily one Easter morn 
On the cathedral steps in the April sun; 

The silent prayers were a restless wind. 

The impetuous sighs of a dying god; 

Yet the voices rose in a joyful song 
And praised their own pride 
That they had come 
And now could go and feast again 
For Lent was done. 

And they most of all were not full. 

—joy cochran — 


Analect 

to deceive oneself is to gain wisdom 
to deceive another 
is 

to make fools of two people. 

RoxAnna 





The somber trees swayed stately 

As I found myself standing admist them 

Wondering 

When does a girl transform into womanhood? 
The excited wind bent the trees and 
Stirred my soul to seek the answer. But 
No words found themselves to me, though 
I felt their need to keep this feeling— 

This feeling 

Of deep blue depth ... and 
Conscious swollen fertility. 

I became enraptured with my total 

Self standing there 

Wondering 

And suddenly I understood the trees. 

The delicious wind, the dancing sunlight. 

The pulse of God made it 
All sing in harmony 
And I swayed in the harmony 
For I was part of it, 

And needed 
No words. 


Ginger Tribble 
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From early impressions to: 

Go Jane Go, See Spot; 

Run Dick Run. 
silly pages for poets, 

hand-me-down words. 

Smile, Grow up quick; 

the elixir of what? 
when only four 

or ten more. 

In ninteen forty two 
Columbus sailed 

Damn. 

So much in too little 
to say it. 

We three and 
a thousand books on Love 
or the history 
of the Crimean War. 

God. 

Run Dick run, Get 
your gun. 
enough is nothing, 
three blind saints 

and the clock of the 

Virgin Mary, 

quite contrary, 
everything she touched 
turned 
to 

words like.... 
howbrownnow! 

YES and 

Go man GO, 

Watch out world. 


RoxAtnia Arrington 










Sun-strewn days call me to come out and play. 

To joy, to be. 

The fragrant breath of life I breathe 
And feel the sun’s caress and long to yield. 

Wind rumples my hair, races round my legs, flees, 
daring me to follow— 
nowhere, everywhere. 

I will to run, to leap, to shout. 

Whatever else is, I am 
Free. 

But am I? 

For I don’t. 

Mildred Neville 


Child-Watching 

I see her in the dewy flowers— 

She’s picked my biggest rose! 

I found her in my make-up there— 
She’s powdering her nose! 

I hear her in the tuneful birds— 

(No doubt she’s robbed a nest!) 

I hear her charm the air with song— 
Her kindergarten best. 

The world with her its secrets share 
On windy days, or mild. 

Oh, that I could turn and live 
My childhood with my child! 

Mary Russell 



Cain's Kiln 

Who is it that thinks? 

Brown-clay-eyed 
creatures were 

created for breaking 
like endless shelves 
of hand-painted 
China or 
Porcelain witches 

with delicate hands 
A silent statute waiting 

to be toppled over 
or hurried into 
pieces 

I’m no candle you can blow 
over—No image to be 
shoved 
out of reality 
No mud-baked modesty of 
self-less-ness 

All your pottery prostitution 
Makes glazed the color 
of sorrow 

And the painting more permanent 
tomorrow 

RoxAnna Arrington 
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A bud, 

A sprinkling of light green, 

And then suddenly the bare trees 

are no longer black, lacey silhouettes 
against a gray sky. 

It’s spring. 

Darlene Hassler 


Hope In A Flower 

There’s strength to be found 
In a weeping cherry tree 
Whose pink blossoms are smiles 
Bravely bearing nature’s trials. 

The sorrows of the world 
It holds on its limbs 
But from its drooping branches 
A guiding hope stems. 

Only one small flower 
Is needed to bring 
A hope of encouragement 
To a lost soul in spring. 

Darlene Hassler 



To Leaves Unfolded 

Arms in the bitter wind shivering 
A framework deserted. 

Blanketed with snow 

Potential beauty warmed within the earth 
Waiting... to surge upward. 

Green tender freshness shimmering 
All nature completed, 

Sprinkled with life. 

A love warmed within my heart 
Budding... like leaves unfolded. 

Bitsy Wingfield 


For Maximum Comfort 

"For maximum comfort” 

The sign says. 

What a sarcastic thing to say. 

If I could have "maximum comfort 
In a bus 

I’d best start living there. 

I step one foot off that bus 
Back into my life and 
So often there I see neon signs 
Blinking in my mind— 

For minimum comfort 
Try living your life 
Without love.” 


Louise Marchntan 







Highway to Human Brotherhood 


(This is an cxccrpt from a prize winning essay on improving 
race relations in the south.) 

Though the solution to this problem of human rela¬ 
tions is not at once apparent, the explanation for its exist¬ 
ence is quite simple. As Dr. Theodore Runyon of Emory 
University has put it, the racial problem in the South is 
inertly a question of dynamics versus stability and order. 
The South has done in a period of ten years that which 
>thcr regions of our country have had a century to accom¬ 
plish. Industry moved into the South with a belch of black 
smoke and a bellow of factory whistles; and man abandoned 
the old ways, the ways of the one-horse farm and the hand 
picked cotton, for the new and the strange, the ways of the 
city, of the dynamic era. Man, however, was forced to leave 
behind him something more than a forlorn, empty farm¬ 
house—there was no place in his small city apartment for 
the old ties, the old loyalties. These he left, along with the 
rusty plow and the frayed well-rope, far from the lonely 
maze of the city, far from the harsh reality of dynamic 
living. So, from deep within his pit of loneliness and in¬ 
security, man looked to his government, the epitome of 
strength, the one stabilizing clement in his dynamic society. 
Man looked to his government for security—and was 
turned away. His government, too, had become dynamic, 
3 0 m an cndc avor to keep pace with those from whom it stood. 
Now man was indeed filled with despair. Was there no¬ 
thing familiar to cling to, no shred of the ways of his 
childhood, the old ways of security and safety? Trembling¬ 
ly he reached down and picked up the one remaining brick 
of his once stable security structure. He’d keep this. No 
government would take this away from him. Like a child 
who persists in wearing his father’s necktie, man continues 
to grasp this one remaining brick. Its name? White suprema¬ 
cy. Its purpose? To provide him with the one necessary 
thing which h,s dynamic society and all the governments in 
the world cannot supply; to give him the one thing which 
has sustained his ancestors for generations—a scapegoat. 

The solution will not be easy; a man does not lightly 
begin a new way of life. Who can say? Perhaps it is already 
too late for the dynamic man to make a fresh start. His 
ideas, h.s hopes, his dreams, his ideals arc those of over a 
quarter of a century ago-twenty-five years of radical 
c ange, in w ic the very bases for man’s existence have 
undergone a complete transformation. Grandmother refus- 

" a . nd CVCn Fa,hcr is *k c Ptical of solar powered 

machines. Is it any wonder that they fear to admit the 
equality and brotherhood of man? Age knows Life’s in 
sectmty too well and youth no, well enough to mlve Z 

«'l! ° urs on,y '° pavc ,ht 

paved' with r C L ^/ oad 7 thal s « *e question. Shall it be 
paved with bricks of passivity? Shall we simply sit and 

• ope for miracles to conquer the prejudice that l human 


nature? Shall the road be paved with violence or animosity 
on either side? No, the road shall be paved with bricks of 
knowledge, cemented by bonds of understanding. In this 
way alone shall the road be built—and remain passable. 

We have made a beginning. We realize that we arc 
equal—even if it is only in our very inequalities. Now wc 
must go on from there. There is a proverb which says 
“When in doubt, communicate. When in doubt about your 
communication, communicate your doubt.” This must be 
our basis for further action. Wc must communicate before 
it will become possible for us to interact. Only with suc¬ 
cessful communication comes understanding, the breaking 
down of the distortion barrier that separates one man from 
another. Then, with understanding, comes interaction be¬ 
tween the races, the final solution to the problem. 

There arc many city and college organizations in ex¬ 
istence today which have, as their sole purpose, this type of 
communication across and around preconceived “group 
lines.” There are many of these organizations—but there 
must be more. Such groups must be formed on all levels— 
city, county, and state—with some provision made for inter 
state association between groups. It is only in this way, 
through the widening of these small circles of comnuinica 
tion into one big circle of interaction, that the ultimate 
goal, the complete oneness of all men, may be reached. 

Within the small groups, once formed, the problem 
must first be clearly defined. Wc must sit down together 
and look carefully at the differences between us, so a$ 
better to recognize the similarities. Once we have learned 
to communicate, the rest will be easy. When once a man 
knows the things he has in common with his neighbor and 
finds that it is easy to discuss those things with him, it i* 
then just a matter of time until the two begin to interact, 
or enjoy those things together in which they share a com¬ 
mon interest. 

In this journey toward interaction on a racial scale, wc 
cannot afford to become complacent with incidental suc¬ 
cesses such as the integration of public facilities. One i* 
prone to forget, in the heat of the conflict, that legal equali¬ 
ty is but a means, and not an end in itself. Legal equalin 
is a tar cry from personal acceptance—and a lunch counter. 
c\en one peacefully integrated by passive resistance, un¬ 
fortunately, as much of a triumph as it may seem, does not 
assure the Negro of a place on the city council or a sincere 

welcome al ^ 1C °tf*cc party. Wc must not forget that J 
read, once built, docs not repair itself. 

Such a course of action as I have described will be. 1 
feel, the only workable solution to the staggering problem 
of human relations. We must, through communication 
form bonds of trust and* understanding between the race* 
m uencing those around us, not by force, but by the prou^ 
admission of that for which we stand-the building of a 
highway to human brotherhood. 




GLORY TO HIS NAME 
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^ bovned and died. fo r to save us all. Mis 
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WiS life. was one of bitter-- Sweet. 

Errx C Elm Am Em 

On Hi6 paths of love stalked Death’s dank feet. 

Em Cl Em Am Errs 

His soul was God. His bo-dy Man- 

Em C Arv> Em 

Glory to His name. 

(Repeat Chorus) 


He died that day on a crueC cross. 

Our souls weve saved by the life He lost- 

E«~ . C Em a~ c £»•* 

He died -to make us sin-ners Tree. 

Err* Q Am Em 

Glory to His name. 


(Repeat Chorus Twice) 
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THE LAST FOURTH 


A Deja-vu In One Act 


BY 

CAROLYN REYNOLDS 




THE LAST FOURTH 

a deja-vu in one act 


CHARACTERS: 

X 

The Leadcrs—4 
The Climber 
The Joiner 
The In-Group—3 
The Out-Group—4 


The Stand-Still 
The Circle-Runner 
The Invisible People 
The Do-Right 
The Scholar 
The Loner 


SETTING: Anywhere the reader cares to imagine such an 
occurrence, or the college of your choice. 

TIME: About four years ago. Or so. 

There might be, interspersed throughout, selections 
from the Modern Jazz Quartet track on Atlantic called 
THIRD STREAM MUSIC, with 2° EAST, 3* WEST 
and MIDSOMMER, all compositions by John Lewis. 

Curtain opens on a dar\, bare stage with the exception 
of one prop which is an abstract mobile situated a little to 
the nght of up stage center . It hangs approximately five 
feet from the floor. This mobile is a construction of two 
large rectangular frames, blac\, wire-strung ivith oblong 
pieces of mirror set at various angles so as to reflect certain 
set, colored spots onto the stage at different angles 

X lounges on the floor to the left of mobile. There is 
a white spot on him. X wears blac\, long-sleeved leotard and 
tights, no shoes. There might be a white X on his costume 

running at angles from leg to opposite shoulder, front and 
back\. 

Music fades doum. but not completely, when he stirs 

7oLir, S l t0 / PeaK: " C ° ntinUeS throu S h out. becoming 
somewhat louder at transitional points. 

J X:Thi * is * h e way it began. Darkness. With hundreds 
of varying light shafts piercing the darkness in every di- 
^ction. There was one slightly brighter beam focused on 
me from some place that I did not know. I knew it was 
ere, fet it there, but I was not certain which one it 

phnaioJLi,£hJ’Vhim, 

X sits comfortably 

of revelation, an instant of truth j a j ^ 3 momcnt 

r* ■“ ^ 1 Sk 

focused on me I would ils ° thc °I le ray wfllc ^ was 

•hi. Md that ,• z:° Y 


who I was. And finally, I would then know what I mus 
do with that knowledge. 

X stands . 

At random I chose a beam of light and stepped into it 
After all, it made little difference at that point which 1 
chose first—there were so many. It would be basically a 
matter of elimination. 

X moves wonderingly into a beam of blue light which 
shoots across the floor; pale blue light comes tap on stage, 
slightly reducing the intensity of the spots from the mobile. 
A figure dressed in green tights and loose, short shirt moves 
into view. This is the LONER, but before he can approach 
X, the LEADERS, dressed in blue leotards, tights, ma\e a 
staggered 1 -2-3-4 entrance along the spot, stopping so they 
will be in an angled line to audience with X facing them. 
They wear big, blue wigs, effecting very large heads. The 
LONER stands listening in a dimly lighted area for a feu 
moments, then moves out of sight. 

It was not long before I encountered four people called 
Leaders. 

LEADER I: Oh, hello. You must be one of the new ones. 
X: Hello. Yes ... I am. 

LEADER II: Wonderful! On behalf of the Leaders then, 
let me welcome you. 

LEADER III: Yes, it’s so nice to have you with us. We hope 
you’ll be happy here . . . 

LEADER IV: . . . and that you’ll love it as much as we. 
It’s a grand place to be. This is our fourth year here, 
and it’s amazing what heights one may reach in so 
short a time. 

X: Thank you. Thank you very much. I think I shall be 
happy here. 

LEADER I: Of course \ou’ll need some time to become 
oriented to our way of life, but that’s one of the thing 5 
we re here for—to help you learn how to move amon* 
the intricate patterns. 

LEADER III: Don’t be shy about asking questions con 
cerning our rules for survival. Any of the Organize 00 
members will be happy to answer them. 

LEADER II: We love to answer questions. 

LEADER IV: Yes, we know all the answers. Wc 1113 . 
them up, you know. That’s one of the advantage 5 
being a Leader. 

LEADER I: So, you see, you mustn’t hesitate to ask ns ^ 
thing you want to know—given a few minutes, " c c 
think of an answer to anything. 

LEADER HE Run along now and make yoursel 1 ^ 
fortable. Meet the other new ones, and wc 11 scc 
again soon at the orientation meeting. j 

X: Thank you so much for letting me take up y° ur lin ^ rN 
know you must be terribly busy. I appreciate u 
much. jj 

LEADER II: No trouble at all. If you need us, j usl 
Organization. 

They laugh, exit chattering busily. 














X: Goodbye. Thank you again. 

Wanders out of blue beam into white spot. 

v. They were jo great, so confident and at ease. 1 was 

‘ ' completely overwhelmed by their superiority, but ... 1 
nevertheless was somehow very much relieved to move 
out of that light. 1 felt fairly certain that was not the 
rav of light 1 was looking for. 1 moved into another 
light beam and came upon a rather remarkable indi¬ 
vidual. ... 

Moves into another section of light wherein the stage 

lights have come up in one solid color, revealing a 
person about three fourths the way up a tall A-type 
step ladder which has been brought on by stage hands 
dressed in blacky. 

Hello. Are you a new one too? 

LADDER CLIMBER wears blue also, but just a shade 
or two greener than the LEADERShis wig is not 
quite as large . 

CLIMBER: Oh, no. I’m an old one. I’ve been here for 
three years. Can’t you tell* I’m so near the top Ill 
surely make it by next year. 

X: I sec. Would you mind if I asked you a question? 

CLIMBER: Well . . . you’re really supposed to ask the 
Leaders, you know, but, since I'm so near the top any¬ 
way it’ll be all right I guess. What’s your question? 

X: I guess I’m a bit dense, but what exactly arc you doing 
up there? 

CLIMBER: I’m climbing, you idiot! 

X: Oh. Well, where arc . . . ? 

CLIMBER: The top! The top! Can’t you see! 

X: Yes. Of course. The top. 1 suppose what I really want 
to know is what do you expect to gain by reaching the 
top? 

CLIMBER: Why then I’ll be on top. Don’t you know 
what that means? Then I’ll be high enough up to be 
a Leader ... I will be a Leader because that s all you 
have to do to be one here ... get high enough up. Then 
everyone will have to look up to me. They’ll all have 
to look up to me! Ha, haha-ha! 

X* Are you the only Climber? 

CUM BLR continues to climb throughout scene, each 
step being acquired with great, exaggerated effort. 
LONER reappears and sits a few feet behind A during 
this conversation . 

CLIMBER: Oh no. There arc worlds of Climbers. Im 
just nearest the top because I’ve worked at it harder. A 
Iricnd who’d been here earlier gave me a happy sug- 
gestion and 1 started climbing the minute I got here. 

• I see. But really, that seems like a pretty precarious po- 
sition to put yourself in. 

\ ‘u BER: doy ousa y i ^ at? 

• ^ell, it would seem that if you get so far up out of 
sight people arc likely to miss seeing you at all. Besides, 
how long do you think people can remain looking up? 
b gets to be very uncomfortable after a while and one 

rt i\ 1S l ° *°°k c l scw bcre. 

' ‘ *'1LLR: Hmm-m . . . well, people arc still looking up 
to *bc Leaders. 


X: That’s true, but for how long? 

CLIMBER: Well, they’ve been doing it for at least two 


years now. 

X: Two whole years ... I wonder how you find it worth^it. 
X moves off into another light beam which is magenta. 
Well, goodbye now. It was nice talking with you. 
CLIMBER: Hey, where are you going? 

X: To find the other new ones. 

CLIMBER: If you decide you want to be a Climber, come 
back and join me. 

CUMBER ta{es another step with great effort and 
moves out of sight over the top onto a teaser which is 
lowered for him. The JOINER comes into the new 
light beam as the CUMBER'S ladder is carried off. 
She is dressed as others, but color is magenta. LONER 
rises, seems about to spea{ but obviously changes mind. 
JOINER: Later, honey. He doesn’t know what he’s talking 
about. Come with me and I’ll show you the things to 


join. 

X: Actually, I don’t really care to join anything just yet if 
you want to know the truth. 

JOINER: Swe-ctheart! Of course you do! Why how do 
you expect to be anybody if you don’t join. 

X: Just who arc you? 

JOINER: Mv dear. I’m a Joiner. I’ve joined everything. 
And when you’ve joined everything you’re bound to 
be something. 

X: That sounds reasonable. 

JOINER: Of course it docs. The laws of probability and 
all that, you know. So just come along with me and 
I’ll show you how to be something. 

Extends hand with a handcuff loose at one end. at 
tached to her wrist at the other. LONER moves out of 
sight. 

X: Bachs away a bit. What ... is that ? 

JOINER: Why that’s a Joiner’s membership bracelet; u 
identifies you as a Joiner. Once it’s on, no one can take 
you away from it. 

She laughs. . . . , 

X- Thank you ... anyway. At the moment I think it mig 
' be a bit limiting for my activities. Perhaps later. After 
I’ve become fully oriented here. I may join you then. 

X moves away again. 

JOINER: Well, ta ra. 


Exits. . , 

That was a bit too close. Looking up. Let s sec ... 1 vc 
tried those three. Why not that ... no, not that one 

Oh well . . • ceny-mceny-mincy-mo ... I ointmg at 

four points in the air. eyes closed. Dear me, seem to 

have stopped between two beams. 

Lights come up pale green on stage nght. yellow on 
stage left, with a white spot on X in center stage sepa 
rating the two. A group of people is on each side talk¬ 
ing in an undertone. 

I say, that was clever of me. 

IN GROUP is stage right; wears black tights with pale 

green and black striped 7 - shirts. . 

GROUP I: Man-n ... the cat who said were the kind 
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of stuff dreams arc made of must have been nuts, 
He just didn’t dig the whole scene, you know? It’s 
like the world's a dream and we’re dreaming it. You 
know, a big, mother nightmare. Hey, why don’t we 
wake everybody up? 

OUT GROUP is stage left; wear blacky tights, yellow 
leotards. 

OUT GROUP I: The little people are at it again. There 
they go—the subconscious world of dreams. How mag¬ 
nificently their little ideas kick and fight for survival! 
Yawns. 

OUT GROUP II: It would be such a refreshing thing if 
they would just leave the world alone. I don’t know 
why they persist in trying to change things. 

IN GROUP II: It’s because we’re dreamers, man. And 
we’re dreaming it’s possible for the world to end with 
a shout instead of a whimper. And because you’re so 
far out you don t know the difference between a dream 
and a nightmare. Like, when you move you rattle in¬ 
side, man. 

LONER smiles, moves forward a few steps, then stops. 

X: Excuse me. I don’t suppose you’re the new group, arc 
you- 

IN GROUP III: No, pal. We’ve been there. We’ the IN 
GROUP . . . that s the OUT GROUP over there. 

OUT GROUP III: I must contest that remark, my friend. 
To X. Their opinion is based only upon a subjective 
wish impetus which obviously renders it invalid. 

OUT GROUP IV: After all, there are more of us and 
we’ve been here longer. Our ideas, based upon the 
period of their acceptance, naturally must be considered 
more valid. Therefore, you must see clearly that we’re 
IN and they are OUT. 

X ' 1 dont Wish t0 bccomc involvc d in a dispute 

here, but it seems to me that everyone considers himself 


nS°u : Th . at S thc b,t ’ fnCnd - Evcr yb°dy thinks h 
IN. How would we survive if we didn’t? I mean, wh 

would happen to your ego if you went around thinkii 
you were OUT? We’d all be ciphers. 

LONER moves offstage. 

OUT GR °UP II: That’s just a form of rationalization , 
their part so they can justify calling themselves the I 

X iV I A ‘ CVC " lh ° Ugh baS,Cal 'y Partially correci 

bic y ^^ m ^ t S ^ rdy ^ 

°^I: w e fflwillIt , musiomcthingtod 

X: *££ ° h ' W "'- D °» 1 •« - p, yo 

IN GROUP ll: O,™ on » d ^ 

ure cvciaually Wi , [c •• 

to keep on dreaming until we drc im »k c g 
they’ll disappear. am ,hcm 50 far ° 

OUT x r UP IV ; T * U J $nt cven rati °nal thinking ... 
\ l ps away. Ughts fade down to one narrow area 
™ S e where we see one person standing, arms hide 
m in one hand. I he two groups exit. LONER entei 


X sits at edge of lighted strip with hack to it. chin on 
knees. LONER assumes same position on opposite side I 
of stage. 

X: That is definitely not my niche. 

STAND-STILL: Dressed in gray. I think you’re right. 

X turns, gets up. 

X: Oh, hello. 

LONER turns, listens from comfortable sitting position 

STAND STILL: I take it you’re a new one too. 

X: Yes, are you? 

STAND STILL: That’s right. And if you’re really in¬ 
terested in ... finding your niche as you say, why don’t 
vou trv mv strategy? 

X: Which is?' 

SI AND-STILL: Be a stand-still. You sec, I decided it was 
entirely too much trouble dashing about all the time 
trying to find it myself. I decided to let it find me, as j 
it were. I figured that if I stand still here long enough, 
something is going to bump into me sooner or later. 

X: Makes sense I guess. Sounds like a worthwhile idea. 

STAND-STILL: Of course. Come over here and try it. Its j 
ever so much more restful. 

X: All right. I believe I will. I am becoming rather tired 
with all this searching. 

STANDSTILL: Searching, searching! That’s what 1 
mean. Futility. Pure futility. The indirect, passive ap 

proach is the only practical method. 

Wkite spot focuses on the two while blue or some such 
comes up around them. A small person, dressed tn 
orange, is seen chasing around in circles along the 
perimeter. 

X: Who is that? 

STAND-STILL: Oh, that’s some nut who keeps running 
around in circles. She’s been doing that ever since 
arrived. I don’t know what she thinks she’s going 10 
find that way. 

CIRCLE-RUNNER runs nearer and nearer the others. 

X: It does look a bit exhausing. 

CIRCLE-RUNNER bumps into them, {nocking he 
self and STANDSTILL down. . 

STAND-STILL: Getting up, brushing self. You moron 
Why don’t you look where you’re going? ., 

CIRCLE-RUNNER: Getting up. I’ve done it! I’ve done «• 
I’ve finally done it! Yay. 

STAND-STILL: You’ve done what, besides run into 11 
like a dolt? Grumbles. 

ClRCLE-RUNNER.That’s it! I’ve finally run into 50111 
thing. I’ve found it. 

STAND-STILL: Found what? 

CIRCLE-RUNNER: My sunbeam! My niche! My ( ^ 
little ray of enlightenment. But .. .now that I ve fo^ 11 
it... I m, not real sure I know what I’m to do wi 
Say . . . what d’you do? 

STANDSTILL: I stand still essentially. 
CIRCLE-RUNNER: Stand still? Is that all? 
STAND-STILL: Yes. 

CIRCLE-RUNNER: That sounds awfully dull. B ul ^ 
sera ... I guess that’s it then. 

















Places herself in a stiff standing position, still looking 
a bit dubious . 

STANDSTILL: Look here, what arc you doing? 

X* It seems to make sense after a fashion. See here, suppose 
she thought if she ran around in circles she’d eventually 
run into something—you’re it. On the other hand, you 
decided if you stood still long enough, something en¬ 
lightening would bump into you sooner or later. Right 7 
You just got bumped. 

STAND-STILL: Right. Therefore, instead of this sort of 
mental stasis, the physical dynamics of circles is what 
I’ve been looking for. 

X: Congratulations. 

They shakje hands t STANDSTILL dashes off in a 
circle. Blue begins to fade and X moves out of spot. 
LONER moves offstage. 

I’m not sure but I think there could have been some 
faulty logic there somewhere. 

A group of people dressed in white with white make up 
and white hair strolls into a lavender spot, chatting as 
they move. X hears them, walkj toward them, but does 
not see them. 

That’s peculiar. I hear people talking . . . but where 
arc they? 

INVISIBLE I: Right beside you. 

X: Turns, collides with one. But I can’t see you. 

1NVIS. II: Of course not. We’re invisible. 

X: Invisible! 

LONER enters, moves unobserved to proscenium where 
he sits with bac\ to audience . 

IN VIS. Ill: Why, yes. Is that so strange for this day and 
age? Just about everyone is invisible really, if you 
, stop to think about it. 

X: But ... how do you get that way ? 

1N\ IS. I: Why it’s simple, my friend. You can do it with¬ 
out even trying. 

I NY IS. Ill: That’s the way most people do it. 

INA IS. II; You just wander along comfortably and easily. 
Let your mind be a great sponge, absorbing what every¬ 
one else thinks and does. 

INVIS: III: That’s the one thing you must be cognizant 
of always .. . other people. 

WIS. I: Dress the way everyone else dresses, go where 
they go, do what they do . . . 

N > IS. II. Say what they say, eat what they eat . .. 

INv III: Be just exactly like everyone else. You musnt 
dare look or do or think anything different. That s one 
of the chief taboos of invisiblism. 

* ^ IS. I: If you follow this pattern, before you know it, 
, y°“ not »ce that no one is noticing you. 

‘ IS. II: And you’re invisible! 

* ^h . . . how nice. 

HI : You see how simple it is? 

; VIS. I: Anyone can do it. 

IMv* Ul Wh y wou ^ anyone want to? 

IS. I: You must be new here. It simplifies things so. 
You never have to . . . think, or evaluate or make de¬ 
cisions, or anything unpleasant like that. \ou simply 


look to see what everyone else is doing and then you do 
the same thing. 

X: It sounds very interesting. Perhaps I’ll think about it. 

INVIS. II: For God’s sake, don’t think too much. That’s 
the number one taboo. 

INVIS. Ill: You’ll be lost if you do. 

X: Yes, well, I’ll be careful. It’s been nice talking with you. 
Goodbye. 

X moves away', LONER follows behind at a distance. 

INVIS. I: Well, there goes another new one . . . lost to 
thought, I’m afraid. I’m glad we don’t get many of 
that kind. 

Exit all three. X moves into another strip of rosy light 
where the DORIGHT is standing upon a pedestal of 
sorts. The DO RIGHT wears rosy pin{, with the 
words , GOOD NEWS! lettered on his bac{, DO 
RIGHT written on his chest. 

DO-RIGHT: They are right in a way, you know. 

X: Oh. How’s that? Turning. 

DO-RIGHT: I said, in a way they’re right. 

X: In what way? 

DO-RIGHT: Essentially in that you do think too much. 
At least not in the right channels, and that just gets 
you into trouble and nowhere obviously. 

X: Oh, I disagree. I’m not causing any trouble. I’m simply 
trying to discover where and who I am. 

DO-RIGHT: You disagree, you disagree! Why, who arc 
you to disagree here all the time when you know 
nothing to begin with? That’s all you’ve done since you 
arrived here. Why don’t you try agreeing with some¬ 
one once in a while? 

X: You mean agree for the sake of merely agreeing? 

DO-RIGHT: You’d hurt no one’s feelings. And besides, 
since you say I don’t know anything anyway, what’s 
the difference in my agreeing or disagreeing? 

LONER stands calmly a few feet behind X; he appears 
on the verge of speaking now and then. 

DO-RIGHT: Some of you new ones really have a lot to 
learn. It’s a lot safer to agree when you don’t know 
much than to disagree. And if you don’t watch your 
step, you’re going to disagree yourself right back into 
the chaos of the Outside. This business of never joining 
in with anyone, asking so many questions, communi¬ 
cating with undesirable people, disagreeing with every¬ 
one. Can’t you do anything right? 

X: I gather you’re a Do-Right? 

DO-RIGHT: Well naturally. I’m going to be a professional 
Do-Right. I didn’t place myself on this pedestal for 
nothing. 

X: I feel relatively sure of that. 

DO-RIGHT: You see, you must adopt the precepts of 
right-mindedness. You’ll be much more likely to find 
yourself here if you do. You must attempt to be a big¬ 
ger and better person. That will keep you too busy to 
get sidetracked off in strange directions. And you can’t 
attain this height of a Do-Right by going around step¬ 
ping on people’s toes. Agree with them—it makes them 
feel better. Listen to their problems ... think, but think 










more narrowly. Generally you can’t solve anything, but 
it helps, and they never know the difference. Join in 
and do your part. Of course, some things may seem a 
bit ridiculous at times, but if you take on some of the 
responsibility too, then no one has to bear the absurdity 
alone. That’s one of our tenets too: Do right, do your 
part. 

X: That seems rather deceptive ... to oneself and others 
also. 

DO-RIGHT: That’s a matter of personal opinion I guess, 
but that’s the way it works. If you’re going to do right 
here comfortably, those are the rules you must follow. 
LONER shades his head sadly and exits. 

X: How long have you been here? 

DO-RIGHT: Long enough to know what you must do to 
survive. The patterns here, though intricate, arc quite 
limited nevertheless. 

X: Then perhaps I’d better just keep moving until I’ve 
been here long enough to discover my own method of 
survival. 


DO-RIGHT: If that’s your choice, then go right ahead. 
The paths you will find arc narrow and generally 
straight. But don’t say I didn’t warn you. DO-RIGHT 
exits. 

X moves into a yellow beam where the SCHOLAR is 
seated on a tall stool studying a book- There is a large 
sketch of the set with its intricate network of light rays 
propped bestde the stool. Various books are about him 
on the floor. The SCHOLAR is dressed as the others, 
but in yellow. 

X: \ou certainly do look the scholar there. 

SCHOLAR: Hmm-m 2 Looking up. Well—yes, that’s the 
way I like to think of myself. Thank you for noticing. 

X: What are you working on? 

SCHOLAR: With sort of a half-hearted laugh. You may 
not believe it, but I’m trying to find myself. 

X: Really ? Then . . . you must be a new one. 

SCHOLAR: Well, fairly new, yes. Are you? 

X: Yes. And I do believe you, because that’s what I’m 
trying to do. 

SCHOLAR: Find voursclf? 

X: Yes. 


SCHOLAR: Well—fancy. I thought perhaps I was the 
only one. Have you had any luck? 

X: Not anything really concrete. Only a few sort of nebu¬ 
lous hints. However, I’ve discovered a great many 
things I am not. 7 


SCHOLAR: That’s a help, but as you say, not really ve 
substantial. You must be using the elimination metho 
A. Yes. Although tt s become somewhat tedious, I thoug 
it would be about as valid as any other way in tl 
tinal conclusion. 

SCHOLAR: I considered it at first, but being rather ; 
inactive sort, I thought I would be more successful 
spent my time reading and studying and calculatin 
1 felt that eventually I shall have to think of someth,, 
useful, you know. 

LOA ER enters unobtrusively. After a few women 
he moves to the mobile and listens. 


X: I should think with so much material and so mam 
things to consider you’d become confused and just 
more lost. You could spend the rest of your life huntin,; 
for the answer that way. 

X sits. 

SCHOLAR: With a somewhat defeated sigh. Funny you 
should mention that. It occurred to me only a moment 
or so ago that that is indeed the first concrete discovery 
and valid conclusion I’ve reached. I considered just 
throwing up my hands and saying, the hell with it, 
but that’s not a very scholarly attitude after all. The ida 
of defeat notwithstanding, the darkness of my existence 
here has become quite comfortable—I’m familiar with 
it now. I’m not even sure that I could bear the great 
blinding light of discovery and enlightenment should 
I stumble upon it at this point. 

X: That’s not being entirely realistic, is it? 

SCHOLAR: P’haps not, but it is comfortable. I enjoy my 
life as it is, really; I have something at least edifying 
to occupy me. I am not bored, I am doing something 
And isn’t it, after all, actually quite enough simply to 
exist? Cogito ergo sum ... it suddenly seems more 
than adequate—a finality sort of. 

X: If you feel that to be true, then perhaps that’s your key. 
But I must kjiow. I must find a reason for my being. 
The happy coincidence that I’m alive isn’t enough. My 
being, my existence now seems to be only a loose!' 
joined series of short periods between dreams of some 
thing larger, something more concrete that I cant 
identify yet, But I must find it. I must continue wan 
dering this darkness, I suppose, until I discover the 
light that will reveal the answer. 

X rises. 

SCHOLAR: I wish you good luck then. 

X: Thank you. When I’ve found it I shall come to tell you- 
X waves, moves off again. Lights on SCHOLAR 
as he exits and come up again pale green. X sten i 
pondering. 

Whatever God chose to put me here, help me. Tell ^ 
where I must go from here. I must find it. 

7 he LONER comes into the lighted area. It it imp** 
tant that he speaks from insight, self-knowledge> c ° nl 
passion, not pedantry. 

LONER: Such problems are more likely to be solved 
looking inward rather than upward. 

X: Turns to see him. I beg your pardon. 

LONER: Do you have a problem? 

X: Doesn’t everyone? i 

LONER: As a matter of fact, I don’t. Well . . • aClua 
suppose I do, but I’ve learned to live with mine. 

X: You are a rare phenomenon indeed. , 

LONER: Not really. But what is your problem | Kf 
I can help you. 

X: Really, I doubt you’d be interested. Thanks any' v3 V 

LONER: Try me. 

X seems held by the LONERS expression. 

X: I am trying to find myself in this infernal abyss' 
darkness. 

LONER: And? 
















x- And the more I try, the further away from discovery 
I get it seems. 

LONER: We have something in common then. 

X: How do you mean? 

LONER: Simply that Eve been through this same thing. 

X: And were you successful? Did you ever discover a way 
out? 

LONER: Yes, I believe so. 

X: At this point that seems rather incredible to me. Who 
are you? 

LONER: Oh, I guess you'd call me sort of a Loner. 

X: A Loner? Why? Do you dislike people? 

LONER: Not at all. Rather quite the contrary. 

X: Then why do you identify yourself as a Loner- 

LONER: Because we are all alone fundamentally. 

X: And you just happen to recognize that fact. 

LONER: Yes. Not many people arc willing to admit it 
for one reason or another, you know. 

X: Why should they? 1 think it would be depressing to 
think about much. 

LONER: We are all alone, but we are not dead. Separate¬ 
ness doesn't negate or deny communication. Rather, it 
is the one manifest and unchanging common denomi¬ 
nator of mankind. 

X: Apfears to be reencountering something known, but 
long forgotten. 

Granting this then, the separateness of each person 
could be considered sort of a constant base for thinking 
and living. 

LONER: That's quite right. And until an individual real¬ 
izes and admits this truth, all his attempts to integrate 
himself with the world will Ik futile. 

X: Did you reach this conclusion before or after you dis¬ 
covered yourself? 

LONER: Before 1 guess, although this was part of my 
discovery of self. It helped me to attain the total en 
lightenment. 

f H ° W ^ y° u w ho and where you were finally? 

ONER: I can’t tell you that. This is a thing you must 
discover for yourself. 

1 vc ben trying forever it seems and have gotten no 
where. Why can’t you help me, since you know? 


LONER: You are a separate being, you have a separat* 
identity. You live apart in a world of others who arc 
basically just like you. You have to recognize this 
identity yourself, and, alone, you must find where you 
arc, where you belong. It would be foolish for me o 
anyone else to attempt to tell you—even if we could. 
Not only would you hate me for doing so, but the 
knowledge would mean nothing to you. 

X: I’m so weary though. Well ... I hope I will be able to 
thank you later. But I’m impatient to know and I can’ 
thank you now for bringing me this close to discovery 
and stopping with the answer just behind your lips. 

LONER: Yes, I think you are very close to discovery, bu* 
I didn’t bring you here, friend—you got here by yo 
self. Smiles. Goodbye. I’ll probably not see you agai 

X: What .. . are you leaving? 

LONER: Yes, I’ve been here a long while now. It's time 
for me to go away. I wish you luck and warm thoughts. 

X: Thank you. Goodbye. 

LONER exits. Lights come up as at beginning. X 
walks to the white spot to left of mobile and sits as at 
beginning. 

That was the way it began three long years ago. With 
darkness, pierced in every direction by hundreds of 
varying light shafts. There was one slightly brighter 
beam focused on me from some place that I did not 
know. 

And now as I find myself in the last fourth of t 1 
tedium and weariness, I know that the light is sti 
there. It gives me a sudden and curious feeling o' 
freedom ... as though I were finally shucking off 
thick layer of something unknown and too heavy to 
bear any longer. 

As he speaks, he removes his top shirt, revealing c 
green shirt like the LONER'S beneath . 

Ah. Yes ... I feel it there, warm and brilliant, and I 
know the LONER was right— he k^w, because as 1 
approach that long sought instant of truth I begin to 
see that one unique and enduring portion of my Self 
which shines brightly and that is single and apart. 

Carolyn Reynolds 
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Slide 1. THE VAST NOTHINGNESS 

VOICELESS CHASM OF UNDREAMED TIME. 
VOID SILENCE NOTHING 
DARK SHADOWS 
OF ALL THAT IS TO BE. ONLY 
QUIETNESS NOW. 


Slide 2: FALLS THE SOUND 

OF ONE GRAIN OF LIGHT—A 
STACCATO MOVEMENT 
THAT FEELS THE AIR AROUND IT— 
STRETCHES OUT TO 

TOUCH THE COLORS OF TIME 


AND STOPS— 

STARES OUT ACROSS 
STATIC CENTURIES 
WITH ITS BLINKING HOLLOW- 

EYED HELPLESSNESS. 


Slide 3: STREAK THE VOID 

WITH LIGHT ALIVE AND 
Ll\ ING ENERGY OF PATTERNED MOTION- 
DESPERATE DARTING, DASHED WITH 


QUESTIONING WHITE HOTNESS OF 
BECOMING— 

COLLECTED PARTICLES OF TIME DIS- 

IURBED BY BREATH OF THING UNKNOWN. 





















Slide 4: FIRST DESIRE TO BE- 

SPONTANEOUS GROWTH OF BEGINNING- 
EXISTENCE BORN OF LIGHT— 

EMERGES LIVING MATTER: 

ESSENCE OF CREATED SUBSTANCE- 
GREEN GLIMMERING STRANDS 

WEAVING THE LIGHT-PATTERNED HEAVENS 
WITH WHAT IS TO COME. 

Slide 5: OUT OF PREGNANT CHAOS 

IS RENDED THE MOON FACED EARTH. 

PARTING OF THE WATERS- 

SWIRLING OF HEAVINESS THAT IS AIR— 

THE SPACE OF TIME 
IS GIVEN FORM. 


Slide 6: DRIFTING, FLOWING SILENTLY- 

BUBBLING WHISPERS OF SOUNDS 
NON-EXISTENT BEFORE¬ 
SEA DEPTH SOUNDS OF BEGINNING 
SUNG NOT FOR EARS 
BUT SEA QUIETING AND CALM. 

Slide 7: OUT OF THE NEW FORMED CRADLE 
LIKE SILVER-MOTIONED FLASHES 
OF FISHES 

COME SWIMMING THE CREATURES- 
HESITANT—THEN BRAVE—TURNING 
TWISTING 

TUMBLING IN 

NEBULOUS IMAGE OF FUTURE BEING— 
LIFE-SHOCKING THE SILENT CREATION. 

Slide 8: SURGES UP THE SEA 

TOWARD THE SHORE- 
RESTS SILENT AIR 

CLEAR AND CLEAN AGAINST 
SWEET EARTH- 
BECOMING—BEGINNING- 

BEING NOW IS THREE 
IN FINAL EARTH SKY SEA. 

Slide 9: AND IT IS GOOD 

IS THE DEEP DAWN OF 
THE FIRST DAY. 

Slide 10: DAY DEFINES ITSELF 

AGAINST RISING MIST- 
CLOUDS ECHO 
THE BREATHING PULSE 
OF TIME. 


Slide 11: IT IS DONE— 

THE SCULPTURED MOTION OF 
CREATION 

IS STILLED AND EARTH IS 

PREPARED. THE AIR IS FILLED 
WITH QUIET WAITING. 






Slide 12: COMES NOW LIFE: 

EARTH AND SKY RECEIVE THEIR CREATURES 
AND ARE FILLED WITH 
SHRILL CRIES 
AND BEATING WINGS- 
A1R FIRST TOUCHED BY SOUND OF LIFE- 
LIVING EARTH DEMANDING CREATION’S 
FINAL ACT 

Slide 13: AND CREATED IS MAN. 

Slide 14: AND CREATES HE ALSO-STEEL- 

STRIKING SPARKS UPWARD 
AND ACROSS DARK SKIES- 
HARRASSING WITH NEON LAUGHTER 
THE NIGHT 

LIKE A DYNAMIC PUZZLE OF AIR. 

WHERE 


Slide 15: 

ARE THE SAGES? 

WHERE ARE THE CHILDREN OF WISDOM— 

THOSE WHO SHALL CREATE POEMS 
FOR EACH OTHER 
AND FOR THE WORLD? 

Slide 16: THE GLIMMERING PRESENCE OF 
ANOTHER LIGHT— 

TO BE CREATED BY MAN WITHIN 

THE DAMP PALM OF INFINITE TIME- 
SEEKING THE CREATION OF SOMETHING GREATER: 
A BETTER AGE OF KNOWLEDGE— 

Slide 17: ELEMENTAL BLENDING OF LOVE- 

FULFILLING PEACE OF UNDERSTANDING— 

THE ENORMOUS POEM THAT IS 
LIFE 

REFLECTED IN 
THE POOL OF MEMORY. 
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